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THE GIGARETTE FOR
ME IS CAMEL.

THEY’RE

SMOOTH AND EASY ON MY
THROAT__AND A REAL

—says former

DICK

TREAT TO MY TASTE !

Olympic ace
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who trains ski
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troopers
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ing on America’s ski trails today—ski

Ruth

champions, 1943 model, U. S. Army!
Yes, from goggles to Garands, these
new champions are soldiers through
and through—even to their liking for
Camels. For Camels are the favorite
in all the services.*
As Instructor Dick Durrance
(above) says: “Camels suit my throat
to a ‘T’—and there’s nothing like
Camels for flavor.”
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Camels really hit the spot.
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The “T-ZONE” —Taste and Throat—
is the proving ground for cigarettes.
Only
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which

taste

and

cigarette

throat
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you...and how it affects your throat.
For your taste and throat are individual

to you.
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ence of millions of smokers, we believeCamels will suit your "T- ZONE”
to

a “T.”

Prove it for yourself!

sits; CAMEL

Rd. Reynolds'Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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SERVICE
*The

favorite

ciga-

rette with men in the
Army, Navy, Marines,
and Coast Guard
is

U

Camel. (Based on actual
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sales records in Post Exchanges, Ship’s Service
Stores, Ship’s Stores, and
Canteens.)
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Gremlins-Yankee

1943

No. 2

Brand
@ By Jack JoNEs

Jack finally came through with the article that
he promised to write. You remember that if
Jack were not in the Air Corps right now he
would be the editor of the Exponent. He is
stationed at Kirksville, Mo. We are delighted
to have him with us in this issue.

svvrose there’s no point in introducing you to
the Gremlins, those little people whose sole occupation seems to be annoying and playing tricks on unsuspecting pilots; anyone who reads the national magazines is sure to have seen one or more articles describing them and telling of their habits. But though the
magazines had excellent descriptions and _ pictures,
there are one or two things about the little creatures
that might bear further treatment. ‘These will probably be fully covered in Walt Disney’s forthcoming
movie about the little rascals, but in the meantime let
me give you some inside information that I’ve col-

|

lected about them.
It is the opinion of some learned people that the
Gremlins have become firmly attached to the British
airdromes and rarely leave the area of European air
operations. Any American pilot will tell you that’s not
true; since we’ve started transoceanic ferry and cargo
service the Gremlins have been scattered all over the
world. The United States has more than its share.
The Gremlins, at first,
It happened this way.
couldn’t distinguish between planes used in local operations and those on long distance ferry runs. ‘They
hopped on planes indiscriminately, and as a result
Grémlins are now known from Africa to Alaska. But
some sort of system has been organized lately, they
tell me, and Gremlins have been assigned all over the

world for training and active duty by the Gremlin
Chief

Command

Office, located,

I think,

somewhere

The United States was chosen as a training ground

and thousands of Gremlins were sent here. That’s why
almost every student pilot here has had some experience with the little men. Next time you meet a fellow
who is learning to fly ask him about it, but remember
he won't be talking about the full-grown, experienced

elves who accompany the pilots of Spits, Hurries and
Wellingtons in England, and who were described in
the magazine articles; United States Gremlins are just
students, about half-way between real Gremlins and
Widgets, who have to train here before they are assigned to active duty in a combat zone.
Some of the tales these student pilots tell are almost

unbelievable so I won’t repeat anything that I’ve heard
but I’ll tell you only about some things that happened
to me and to the others in my group.
For instance, there was the squadron of these young
Gremlins who took a fancy to a particular creamcolored Fairchild 24G that we were assigned to fly.
They persisted in staying on that one airplane, and
surprisingly they all congregated out on the left wing
tip. The result was that the ship flew always as if the
left wing were heavy, and nothing the mechanics could
do seemed to remedy the situation. I can tell you it
got tiresome flying all the time with a constant pressure on the controls to hold up that left wing. So we

doped out a method to secure some relief.

We'd usu-

ally be out for three hours, so we arranged to make a
landing somewhere after about an hour and a half.
Most of the Gremlins would hop off to inspect the

facilities at the airport where we had landed, and if we

were lucky we could taxi out in a hurry and sometimes
get away with only about half of the original group,
and then the last hour or so wouldn’t be so bad. This
was never a permanent remedy, for the Gremlins left

behind would always manage to get back and be ready
for the next trip.

in Britain.
Page three

These were rather quiet or Sedentary Gremlins; others are much more active. ‘The Instrument Gremlins
are a good example. ‘These little guys learn the ins
and outs of airplane instruments, mostly by crawling
in and out of the indicator tubes and pressure lines.
One or two are always hanging on the pilot tube which
controls the air speed indicator and sucking and blowing into the line so that the airspeed needle does a
crazy dance all over the dial. Or they'll take a couple
of Widgets and Flipperty-Gibbets—who, you know,
are little boy and girl Gremlins and Fifinellas—and
give them a ride on the compass. A precision, jeweledbearing magnetic compass makes a good merry-goround, they say, but in an emergency they will always
stop up the suction line and use the directional gyro
for the same purpose.
They

play

see-saw

on

the

rate-of-climb

needle and relax on the turn-and-bank.

indicator

A turn-and-

bank has a needle to be held in the center during
straight and level flight and a ball indicator which
must be kept in the center, especially during turns.
Most students find the task of keeping the needle and
ball where they belong a hard one indeed, but when a
tired Gremlin leans back against the needle and braces
his feet against the ball, pushing them both out of the
center positions, the result is disconcerting, to say the
least.
Some

of the Gremlins

aren’t

the

flying enthusiasts

that most people think they are.
In fact, Ground
Crew Gremlins play a very important part in confusing
student pilots and navigators. ‘There are enough Gremlins at every airport to lift the field and move it a hun-

dred yards or so in either direction, and sometimes a
particularly ambitious group has been known to move
a field ten miles or so, completely out of sight! The
little fellows often grab the runway and pull it sideways just as a pilot is attempting a landing or dig big
ditches squarely in the path of a plane.
But the hardest-working Ground Crew
are the field workers who go out at night
railroads and highways and dig rivers and
other landmarks in places where they are not

to be.

Most people think that the confusion that re-

sults is the fault of the maps or the navigators, but any
pilot will tell you that Gremlins build and tear down
houses,

towns,

and

railroads every day or so.

It’s all

part of the game.
Having Gremlins around these days makes it a little
harder to learn to fly than it used to be, but it also
makes it more interesting. And there are considerations, too, for today’s student pilots will have a taste of
the little creatures before they get on active service and
they will not be so perplexed by their antics in combat
as were the RAF pilots, whose lot it was to be first visited by Gremlins. And then again the United States
Gremlin is just a youngster and is not up on all the
subtle tricks practiced by the boys in the combat zones.
But there, I’ve given you a pretty good idea of the
Gremlins that U. S. pilots have to contend with. Don’t
let any Britisher tell you the RAF has a monopoly on
Gremlins because it isn’t so. Why, an Army ‘Transport pilot was telling me the other day . . . oops, I’d
better stop right here before I start telling some
second-hand Gremlin story that you wouldn’t believe.
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THE DIVINE PLAN
I think that when God made me,
He meant that there should be
Another heart combined with mine
To make mine whole for me.
I think He looked around the earth

And when He came to you
He knew that He had found the one—
No other one would do.

He crossed our paths deliberately—
I know that this is true,

For then He whispered to my heart,
“T made that heart for you.”
—Rutu

Page tour
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Get In The Scrap
®@ By Batson, ‘Tompxins

We

don’t know when

and FINCEL

the end of the war will

come, hence we must continue

to bring our

scrap to the firehouse.

R

ECENTLY patriotic citizens of Dayton and
the Miami Valley have combined their forces
in a gigantic drive to collect scrap materials so they may
be used in making war materials. Is it too poetic to

say that in every scrap pile dotting the curbs of Dayton
lie hidden many stories? Stories of love, tragic stories,
comic stories, important and unimportant stories?
I
think not. I also think that a story bigger than any
other is found in all the millions of scrap piles over our

nation.

‘That is the story of an America which has left

a glorious era forever, an America entering a new phase
of her life—headed no one knows where.
‘Take, as an example, that old phonograph.
big, old-fashioned

horn

and

the words

“His

It has a

conflict, that would abolish hate,

waste, suffering and death and all the other escorts of
war. It was a tremendous war, this thing that occupied these people of twenty-five years ago, the biggest
and most deadly ever fought. But their boys marched

to jaunty music, and people lined sidewalks to cheer
them on their way to Flanders and the Argonne,
Chateau-Thierry and the Marne—

to

. at last—at last—like the dawn of a calm -fair day
After a night of terror and storm they came . .
“He kept us out of war,” and the people had re-elected

Wilson,

but

we

did

enter

the

war.

So

America

heard the calling from a nation in distress and sent her
youth,
... Marching through London to the beat of a boastful
alr,

Seeing for the first time Piccadilly and Leicester Square,
All the bands playing: “Over There, Over There,
Send the word, send the word to beware...”

That phonograph was picked up one day last week

and sent to a steel mill.

It was all right to send that old phonograph, even
though it did harbor memories. There are new models now, with electric motors in place of the hand
crank.
They play different music now—first swing,
then gradually, as war rolled nearer, wistful songs like
“The White Cliffs of Dover” and “Till the Lights of

London Shine Again.”

People listen to these, after a

grueling war-time day, and wonder when the lights
will go on—all over the world. ‘They are fighting a
tremendous war, one that by comparison dwarfs that
conflict of a quarter-century ago into a skirmish.

Mastet’s

Voice” printed somewhere upon its cracked surface.
Well; that phonograph once played rousing songs like
“Over There” and “Tipperary” to a nation of longskirted women and men in queer collars. Those people, you will remember, were fighting the war that
would end all armed

death march to a stumpy little Austrian who controls
the destinies of millions.

But the people do not sing and hurrah, and they do
not curse, the “dirty huns.” ‘They haven’t time, because their job is gigantic, and tomorrow brings new
problems.
Mostly America wants peace, as soon as
possible. Mostly America does not want hate; it forfeits the chance to eventually pour vengeance on eighty
million Germans hypnotized by a fanatic who is not
even a German. What America does want is a world
where the first considerations are progress and love, not
which gun will kill best quickest. We have all we want
in space and power, but we are still growing. We grow
in wisdom and foresight, and we will not let war happen again.
And

we

are

growing

in planes,

ships,

guns,

bombs—our arsenal of death is appalling.
want

all this, but we must

safe.

We

tanks,

We do not

fight so the world

will be

do not fight for the love of Hitler, for the

love of Germany, for the “master race,” for the love of

killing! We do not fight, fight—fight so we may ride
roughshod over our weaker neighbors; we fight for the
love of
other.

mankind

so

men

will

never

again

kill

each

That’s the story scrap has hidden in its rusty atoms.
When the last bullet made from it has spent itself,
America, which is you and I, has a glorious future!
—THURSTON

BATSON

It will have its swan song—a
Page
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THE

SCRAP

DRIVE

All along the streets these days may be seen scrap
piles, some large and some small, heaped up along the
curbstone. With these donations of scrap the people
of the United States intend to build weapons to defeat
the dictatorships.

Many objects in these scrap piles are leftovers from
other eras. Little old-fashioned heating stoves that
used to warm whole rooms in icy weather; a little iron
chest that may have been filled with precious stones,
or almost any other thing you could imagine; a toy car
with nicks and scratches evincing the hard knock-about
life it must have led when its small owner pedaled it
around at whirlwind speed, and now perhaps that same
owner is flying a large plane and giving the plane the

same attention that once was bestowed upon the little

automobile. There is also evidence of objects that are
not out of use and that are being donated to the scrap

drive because of the patriotic love the owner feels for

this country. Rubber hose are seen in almost
pile, and next summer when the victory gardens
watering the buckets that may have to be used
seem a great deal heavier than the hose that were

every
need
will
once

at our disposal, but when we realize that these same

tubber hose may be rolling along as the tires on an
army “jeep” in some conquered territory next summer
Even the youngit is a very easy sacrifice to make.
beside the heap
tricycle
small
a
and
sters do their share
may mean that somewhere in some household a small
child has bravely given up his plaything so that his
older brother, “somewhere” in the armed service, may
receive a vital weapon in time to save his life.
On the public square of a small city there is parked
an old automobile. It is decorated with streamers of
crepe paper and the city is quite proud of it. For
eight years it had not been used because the death of
its owner had brought so much grief into the hearts of
the family that it had been stored away in a garage and
no one else had been allowed to drive it. But the family knew that this was something that its owner would
have been in the midst of, doing all in his power to
make the scrap drive a success, and so there it is, in a

Old and young are doing their part for victory, and
with this spirit behind them our armed forces shall go
on to victory and again make our country safe.
—Bettry

SCRAP

Lou

FINcEL

HEAPS

Throughout the towns, villages and
nation are posted the sentinels of the
the scrap boxes. Each one, overflowing
sonal sacrifices of the people themselves,
the integral part which even the tiniest
portant of us play in this national crisis.
A toy that a child drops in
rubber content or the wornout
man—both are valuable not
content but also for the will
through such devices as these

cities of the
street corners,
with the peris a symbol of
and least im-

the box for its metal or
tire given by a business
only for their material
behind the gift. It is
that people are made

aware of their country’s dependence upon them.

The

men, women and children are awakened to the stupendous need of their country and are jolted out of
the rosy clouds of complacency to face the fact that
our security is threatened. While the condition is still
not serious enough to menace our immediate safety, it
is imminent enough to warrant wholehearted cooperation in the salvage program. The very fact that we are
not being forced to collect scrap or being cbligated to
surrender it symbolizes the keynote of what we are
fighting for. Although our need is acute, we still cling
to the vestiges of personal and individual rights that
must be restored to the whole world.
The scrap collection has served America as an inventory as to how much help and cooperation she can
recruit from her civilian population.
‘The civilian

army, which is as important in the war effort as the
fighting forces, has shown that they can rally to the
colors in the scrap drive. Let us hope that their effort
will be multiplied and reflected in every branch of the
service, combatant and civilian, and that the cooperation shown will be continued until victory.

place of honor until the government takes it away to
be made into some kind of military weapon.
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—BEVERLY

‘TOMPKINS

On Waiting For Trains
@ By Sister Francis Marcaret,

S. N. D. de N.

The writer, like most of us, feels a fascination
for trains and crowds.

HE FACT IS, I have always liked trains. Their
great puffing pomposity amuses me and excites
my imagination. Even as a child, the promise of a visit
to my Grandmother's farm kept me a model of behavior, not because it meant seeing Grandmother, but
because the New York Central lines ran diagonally
across her farm. However, I kept my unworthy motive
strictly to myself; it might mean a last-minute substitu-

tion in my stead.

Mother was like that.

After two

days I had annoyed Grandmother enough to know just
how many times the fast express went by.
‘Train time found me flattened out against the wire
fence that separated profane property from the high
embankment of tracks. Soon “The Cannonball” announced its coming by a low, piercing moan some two
miles away. I could see its round black head in the
distance, growing bigger and bigger and more threatening each second. The ground underfoot began to
shake and tremble, but not I. With a few more warning shrieks it grew to frightful proportions and then
flashed by, a hurtling mass of iron and steel.
Even today I am completely reconciled to waiting
half an hour in a station, but my childish interests have
been completely reversed. I am no longer amused by
the trains but by the people who mide them. Have you
ever been “swept” into the Illinois Central Station?
If you have, you have found out that you may as well
keep with the tide. Every day its cold, clammy gusts
received me. Beyond the swinging doors is a marvelous transformation, and a marvelous opportunity to
study various types of people while waiting.
The permanent characters who interest me most are
the two who sell flowers and the one who draws loose
change from the pockets of waiting passengers with his
display of fruits and delicacies. All three are decidedly

are just as skillfully displaved and as much

haggled

over as those of any French “vendeur.” ‘The gentleman who sells fruit is, of course, Syrian. Americans
like their fruit sold by Syrians. The college boy on
his way back to school stops to buy a half dozen bananas. A red-haired stenographer sits and munches
several huge apples and looks thoughtful.
Old men
with gray hair stop to buy a boutonniere of violets.
Old matrons, whose smoking technique is as bad as
their taste, look in a superior way over the rest of their
race. Orange juice would not soothe their nerves.
On the benches are people of every shade and description. I shall call them simply the waiting readers
and the readers-in-waiting. Everyone has a newspaper.
If he has not, he looks about cautiously and finds an
abandoned

one in a bench.

If the train is due soon,

he sits and concentrates on his particular door, making

conjectures as to the best football tactics in making an
end run. Then the train pulls in and the stampede
begins. No discrimination is made for age, sex, or
beauty. Every one, good American that he is,
stands on someone else’s feet. Beyond the door forms

disappear down stairs like sheep falling off a brink because their leader did.
A raspy voice at my right calls out the litany of stops
made by the outbound South Shore train. ‘The owner
of the voice knows me from sight, and knowing that
I want to stop at Hegewisch, even deigns to call out
the name in a rather apologetic way. ‘This, he thinks,
is courtesy to the patrons, and besides, there are several bundles of newspapers to be thrown off at that
place. I, too, am tyrannized by a train schedule, but

foreign of accent, but thoroughly Yankee in business

I obediently pick up my brief case, never thinking to

policy. The two flower vendors might be duplicated
any day along the Quai D’Orsai. ‘Their floral offerings

protest, and rush off, amused

by the antics of other

people in a railroad station.
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“Highly Resolve”
® By Josepu H. OvERWEIN
The writer views some of the events in Lincoln’s

life in the light of present-day happenings.

| N

O ONE MAN has ever symbolized the ideal of
democracy more forcefully or reflected in his
visage the tortures of an agonized nation more poignantly than Abraham Lincoln. He was a great man;
he became a great legend. Lincoln embodies the hardy
spirit of America even more vibrantly than the giant
stature of Washington. Washington was the product

of another clime that was distinctly ‘Tory.

He was,

chronologically, first an Englishman, and only later an
American.
He was born to wealth and breeding and
raised in gentility. It is not meant by this to discredit
the nobility of his character but the fact remains that
he was born to comparative comfort and ease and it
was easier for him to attain the heights.
Lincoln,

on

the other hand,

was

a true product

of

America. His obscure birth and subsequent fight for
an education are in a way symbolical of the struggles
for recognition of the lusty infant of a nation in which

he was born.

His early life was singular only in that it

was marked by an amazing list of handicaps. He la
bored for years under a terrific financial burden in
order to pay back the debts he had incurred through
the desertion of an unscrupulous business partner so
that his honesty might not be impugned. Yet, despite
all this, he rose to immortality and became the symbol
of freedom to enslaved peoples everywhere.
Lincoln’s years in the presidency were long, tortuous years for him. He was guiding his country through
the severest trial it had yet to undergo. The nation he
loved was rent asunder before his eyes. Half of the

states looked to him for leadership and strength, while
the other half heaped calumny on his head and sought
to destroy the Union he was sworn to preserve.

It was during those years that the greatness of the
man manifested itself and found expression in his

utterances.

Many of his words are touched with the

quality that makes them endure through time, so that
they appear very real to us today.
During those months before Pearl
rest of the world was embroiled in
ever increasing tension that the
looked upon the Axis and wondered

have to fight.
Page eight

Harbor, when the
war, it was with
American people
if we too would

The prevailing opinion was that we

would fight only if forced to do so, and that surely, in
the end, reason would prevail. Hark back then to the
days before 1861, when both North and South eyed
one another suspiciously and wondered if the other
would dare provoke civil war.
It was a mere two
months before Fort Sumter, on the occasion of Wash-

ington’s birthday in 1861, that Lincoln said:

“There is no need of bloodshed and war .
The government will not use force unless force is
used against it.”
Doesn’t that refresh in our memory, tco, the efforts
of our President and State Department to avoid a con:
flict with those clever little yellow men who were con:
cealing a knife in the olive branch they were holding
before our eyes.
And then again on Independence Day, 1861:

“Our popular government has often been called
an experiment. Two points in it our people have
already settled—the successful establishing and the
successful administering of it. One still remaims—
its successful maintenance against a formidable . . .
attempt to overthrow it.”
Yes,
point
adding
forces

Mr. Lincoln, you demonstrated that remaining
before the world. And yet even today we are
a sequel to what you have done. There are
rampant today, Mr. Lincoln, that have crushed

out the lives of many nations and laden their peoples
with shackles and chains. There are evil men who have
led great nations into a holocaust so that their absurd
mouthings about the superiority of one race over an-

other may take on some credence with early victories.
Thus they lead their people further down a mad,
twisting path of insane greed that can end only in utter
defeat, misery, and shame. Your mission in life was to
bring our nation through its greatest trial by fire, and

in so doing you welded a nation that emerged stronger
than before. Secure in that strength we fight for the
ideal you expressed in the words:
(Continued

on page

18)

Their Lost Treasure
® By

Poets and prose writers pay
Mary, the Mother of Jesus.

their

Icnarius

tribute

Kincutus

to

X

AXseancn

into literature, both past and present,

will reveal the fact that there are non-Catholics

who thought it worth their while to pay some tribute
to Mary, the Mother of Jesus.
I found many tributes paid to the Queen of Heaven
‘by

outstanding

men

like

Wordsworth,

Scott,

Poe,

Tennyson, Henry Adams, Dante Gabriel Rossetti, Bryant, Holmes, Longfellow, Goethe, John
ling, Milton, Ruskin and several others.

Keble,

Kip-

the

editor

of TRUTH

AND

have

a record

of what

mankind

Licut.

In

an

article entitled “Mother of Christ” Mr. Windle said:
“We may disagree with Catholics on questions of dogma, but we should join them in the love they feel and
express for the Mother of Christ.” I found another
devotee of Mary in the person of William Lyon
Phelps, a prominent non-Catholic writer and educator,
who declared that he has always attended a Catholic
Church on the feast of the Assumption, travelling seventeen miles to the church nearest his summer home
thus “to do honor to our Lady.” “Men and women
of all branches of the spiritual faith,” he says, “might
well venerate, not only reverently, but affectionately,
Our Lady.”
Sentiments such as these animated the hearts of
many non-Catholics and led to an outburst of Marian
literature in which they express their love for the
Mother of all mankind.

Nearly every poet of note, whether Catholic or not,
at

some

point

in

his

poetical

career,

felt about

Mary

book, much less in such a short article as this.

Edgar Allan Poe has given us a poem which seems
also to be his prayer in distress. It is Marian in a special way. It is an expression of his emotions—a song
of worship and wonder. Poe puts forth his faith in
the protection of Mary—a brave faith that seems to
know her powerful intercession. Much of the beauty
of this poem lies in the absolute faithfulness to reality
in which Poe has written these lines.
At morn, at noon, at twilight dim,

Maria, thou dost hear my hymn.
In joy and woe, in good and ill,
Mother of God, be with me still!

When the hours flew brightly by
And not a cloud obscured the sky,
My soul, lest it should truant be
Thy grace did guide to shine and thee.
Only a personal realization of Mary’s power to aid
her children could have led the author to write these
lines. He brings home to us the trust and confidence

that should be ours in Mary’s
Space would not permit me to undertake the lengthy
task of treating all the tributes to Mary, by Protestants,
which I have found in literature."I wish only to say a
little about some of them. I am limiting myself to the
field of poetry—more specifically, to what a few nonCatholic poets of our own nation have felt and how
they have spoken for themselves, for their people, for
their times.

has,

has

since the beginning of Christianity.
But the whole
story of Marian poetry can never be told in any one

Nor were my findings restricted to the field of literature.
Many leading non-Catholic clergymen made
Mary the center of some of their talks. New form of
tribute to Mary lay in the press of today. Here, for instance, I can mention one important personage, Charles
P. Windle,

least a few verses to our Blessed Mother. If I could
have all of the thousands of poems written by these
poets, with the dates of composition, I should indeed

devoted

at

tinues:

protection.

Poe con-

;

Now when storms of Fate o’ercast
Darken my present and my past,
Let my future radiant shine,
With sweet hopes of thee and thine!
What renders this poem remarkable is the suddenness with which it breaks away from everything he had

written up to this time.

His previous poems had been

gloomy—though

But here was a poem which

clever.
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came from the heart and has a

style of its own,—

So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure,

stately, not pompous, solemn but not heavy.
This
hymn to the Mother of God, which expresses the author’s religious convictions, seems to be the one light
that flickers up to heaven through the night of his
troubled existence.

erable attention, nevertheless,

This poem has been printed and reprinted hundreds
of times, but in only one instance have I found the
real first stanza of the poem. It lends a theme to the

he has written surpasses in delicacy the short tribute
paid to Heaven’s Queen by his fellow-poets—in particular Poe’s Hymn, or the following lines from Oliver
Wendell Holmes:

whole:

these

words

in

Than all the creeds the world had known before.

Although the tributes of Longfellow deserve considI am not sure that what

Is thy name Mary, maiden fair?

SANCTA MARIA! turn thine eyes
Upon a sinnet’s sacrifice
Of fervent prayer, and humble love,
From thy holy throne above.
Longfellow has written
Mary’s Assumption:

‘This was enough to prove it higher and truer

Such should, methinks,

its music be,

The sweetest name that mortals bear
Were best befitting thee,
honor

of

Lady, thine upward flight
The opening heavens receive with joyful song.
Bright angels are around thee;
They that have served thee from thy birth are there;

Their hands with stars have crowned thee.

AND

SHE TO WHOM IT ONCE WAS
GIVEN
WAS HALF OF EARTH AND HALF OF
HEAVEN.

The last two lines, though

they do not surpass in

beauty and importance the fourth
worth’s famous poem The Virgin:

line

of Words-

Our tainted nature’s solitary boast
More beautiful tributes by Longfellow are found in
The Golden Legend.
Here Longfellow pictures the
Annunciation to have taken place while Mary was

about one of her daily tasks—drawing water from a
well.

yet they seem to have the same distinctive quality about
them which makes the whole poem converge into one
important thought—the greatness to which Mary has
been raised by the Creator.

In another part of The Golden Legend Longfellow

In considering these tributes rather than others that

has a lengthy section devoted to Mary, treating of mankind’s devotion to her. Many poems were written of
the gentleness of Mary, but here the author combines
the powerful intercession of Mary with her mercy towards men. He lists the devotees of Mary—those who
rely on her aid for deliverance from sin. Among the
clients of Mary he places the bandit, priest, prince,
scholar, peasant, and man of great deeds. They are
penitent but seem to fear to go directly to God for
forgiveness and so they call on Mary to intercede for
them.

might well be chosen for further discussion by others,
I have not meant to be exhaustive on the subject.
Had I space and time I could exemplify more fully the
non-Catholic tributes to Mary, not only in other
poems but also in prose, oratory, and art as well. Many
tributes are well known, perhaps even more so than
those I have mentioned. Many of them I liked very

much.

Perhaps I ought to mention, at least in pass-

ing, the names of a few men that come to my mind.

There are such names

as those of the former vice-

president Marshall, Hawthorne,

Millhouse; and clergy-

men—Revs. W. H. Clagett of St. Louis, L. O. Bricker
So men

repenting of their evil deeds,

And yet not venturing rashlyto draw near
With their request, an angry Father’s ear,
Offer to her their prayers and their confession,
And she for them in heaven makes intercession.

of Atlanta, M. D. Edwards

of Dayton, Ohio, and L. J.

Motschman of Newport, Kentucky. Then, too, there
are those men already mentioned at the beginning of
the article.
:

Basing my judgment on the fact that these tributes
A personal tribute is then paid to Mary:

are made of thoughts and feelings normally and uni-

versally interesting of poets skilled in their art, I think
And if our Faith had given us nothing more
Than

this example

of all womanhood,

So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good,
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these poems,

and

the many

others not treated here,

have a very good chance of longevity.

‘They may not

be exhibitions of intellectual acuteness, but they surely

are not poems of ill-directed emotions.
the deeper and higher self in man
please the ear and imagination.
Other
what

tributes

might

the non-Catholics

have

been

of our own

as

non-Catholics, the archetype of spiritual beauty, the

They please
truly

quoted

as

they

to

show

nation, as well as

own religion. ‘This is
put into their Marian
and, in so doing, they
to an understanding of

My hope is that as time goes on we shall have more
tributes as sincere and as admirable as these from our
non-Catholic brethren. These men can indeed wield
a great influence on all men. They implant thoughts
and feelings in the minds and hearts of all men, especially those of their own religion. If they are excel-

lent thoughts and feelings, the harvest of devotees of
Mary will be rich and golden.

£.
G

other nations, have thought and felt about Mary. And
readers of these works would like or dislike them in
ways that would correspond to their own personal
answers to the question: “What think ye of Mary?”
What pleases the Anglican will not necessarily please
the Congregationalist. ‘That which satisfies the Catholic may displease the Presbyterian, and so on. But the
significant thing that should be remembered is that
all kinds of men and women have seen in Mary their
own ideal. Mary, the Mother of Jesus, is, for many

personal force missing in their
what the poets have tried to
poetry, each in his own way,
have brought us a little nearer
holiness.

MY

FAREWELL

TO

squad.
With the accumulation
sophomore year was ended.

U. D.

By Orrte Martino
Who

would have thought three years ago, when

I

was a freshman, that this world-wide crisis, the Second

Great War, was soon to occur. Life was so peaceful
and quiet on this colorful campus.
I can recall the
many times I wandered off alone and sat under the
trees. I dreamed of all the glorious feats that I would
accomplish during my four years of college life. My
studies had been planned so as to achieve the goal I
was striving for, a C. P. A.
There was always a lot of griping and complaining
about the educational and disciplinary systems of the
school which I thought that I, as a cocky, green freshman, could revolutionize. Later in life, after receiving
the training of learned professors, I understood that
one must give in order to receive. ‘Thereafter, the
routine of discipline was more of a recreation than
a bore.
My sophomore year wasn’t very different except for
the loss of a lot of cockiness. I adapted myself more
to the idea that many people can do a more efficient
job with a little cooperation than an individual can do
independently. Of course, this year was more enthusiastic than the preceeding one because of the fact that
I was initiated as a varsity member of the football

of more

friends, my

Returning from my summer vacation as a Junior, I
found myself more of a veteran than a rookie. It was
during this year that the United States entered the
war, and that I enlisted, on -St. Patrick’s Day, in the
United States Marine Corps Reserves.
My fourth year brought me to the last phase of my
college career, which I leave with the deepest regret.
In my four years at the University I made many friends
whom I will never forget in a lifetime.
My abrupt ending to this career is not a voluntary
one. But it was necessitated by a greater cause than
education. I was chosen, as many others have been,
to lead our men on the battlefields of the world, to
protect our democracy of today and of the future, and
to let the forthcoming citizens of America enjoy the
pursuit of happiness.
I hope some day to return to this wonderful institution and find that nothing has changed, but that it
has continued to be the same University that it was
when I left it.
To all my friends I say, not adieu, but au revoir, and

when we meet again may this disaster afflicting us at
the present time be over.

Page eleven

~~

THE
MARVIN

J. DEWITT,

EDITOR’S
——

Editor-in-Chief

Assistant Editors
Betry May.

Pau

Wess G. WHITMER

JoHN WHARTON

The Army
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‘THoMaS STANLEY

Comes to U.D.

Since 1918 there have always been men in uniform
on this campus. The S. A. 'T. C., begun in that year,
and later changed to the R. O. T. C. in 1921, has had
much influence on the lives of U. D. students.
By
practically a unanimous vote of the Corps of Cadets,
it was decided to “crack down” during the present
school year in discipline and in instruction. Many have
felt the effects of that decision.
The University of Dayton has contributed 662 former students to the armed forces. Four of these are
Chaplains, and two have made the supreme sacrifice.
Of this total, also, over go per cent are officers, a rec-

ord of which any institution may well be proud. But
we have felt the effects of their leaving. Members of
the various

classes

friends

have

who

been

called

until

now

all of

are serving.

But this is only the beginning. ‘The War Department has selected this school in which to place the
Army Specialized ‘Training Program.
“The contribution which your institution has made over the years
to an adequate national defense is distinctly recognized
by the War Department and is one of the most compelling factors in selecting your institution in its education program,”
Smith, executive

wrote Brigadier General Edward W.
for Reserve and R. O. T. C. affairs,

in a letter to the President of the University of Dayton, Father Elbert. Evidently the Army appreciates
what our school and others are doing for national
defense.
It is the duty of every student to see that this trust
has not been misplaced. If the decision to place the
ASTP on this campus causes us some inconveniences,
let us hold before us the motto, “Pro Deo et Patria,”
to which this university has so strictly adhered through

the years.
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Within a short time this campus will feel the effects
of this war more than it has at any time in the past.

us have

»

Foon

Catholic Press Month
The power of the press is enormous. It
lic opinion at will; it directs the train of
action; it lifts men towards good or drags
It is one potent influence of modern life,
reckoned with accordingly.

moulds pubthought and
them to evil.
and must be

The annual February Catholic Press Month, then,
demands more than a nodding approval.
It requires
our vigorous support. Catholic publishers, whether of
books,

magazines,

or newspapers,

are fighting

tremen-

dous odds for the simple, if shameful, reason, that
publications do not receive anything near the public
support which they so richly deserve. But a relatively
short time ago there was a cry for a vibrant Catholic
press.

We

have, in many instances, achieved that. The

cry now is for intelligent Catholic readers and supporters. ‘he Catholic press of this country aims to
speak for the thirty million Catholics in the United
States; it can barely begin to do this when it is backed
by only a pitifully small percentage of that number.
As students of a Catholic college, we have more than
an ordinary duty to support the Catholic press; we have
an extraordinary one. ‘The plain fact is that if the
Catholic college men and women of today are not
interested in the Catholic press, tomorrow there may
not be any press to be interested in. Its future, like
the future of all other institutions, depends on the
youth of today.
How often do we make use of our many opportunities to promote the interests of the Catholic press?
How often do we use the Catholic press facilities of
our university library, which provides some thirty-five

different Catholic periodicals, a representative collection of almost all journalistic types? What have we
done to spread the good influence of the Catholic
press, and what can we do in the immediate future?
‘These are questions which we might profitably ponder

over during this special press month.

For it is clear

that we have a definite obligation to fulfill, an obligation to read, to support, and even to contribute to the
Catholic press, and to encourage others to do the same.
It is a duty which we owe to our neighbors, to our
country, to our Church.
=—G. Stantey MATHEWS

a5—te
Sigma Delta Pi

Dr. Edward Milloning of the class of 1936 conceived
the idea of the society and wrote the first constitution.
C. Tredtin,

S$. M., president of the Uni-

versity of Dayton at that time, approved the constitution with these words, “With pleasure I approve the
constitution of the Sigma Delta Pi Society, since its
purpose of creating enthusiasm for superior scholarship
and character harmonizes with one of the aims of the
University’s policy.”
The purpose of the society is to create enthusiasm
for superior scholarship; to promote exemplary qualities of character; and to acquaint its members with
modern advances in medicine and research technique.
Students are eligible to the society after having completed one year of college work, and membership shall
be based on scholarship and character.
Pledges are
received after one semester of college work and they

must have a point average of 1.8.

Economides, Ethel Cochran, Al Bagot, Carl Nutini,
Robert Becksted, Elizabeth McKown, Mae Driscoll,
Miriam Lavoie, Frances Thornton, Lola Lake, and

Charles Moll. Dr. Francis J. Molz, S.M., is the moderator of the society.
Meetings are held twice a month and speakers for
these meetings are students, faculty members, and men
or women outstanding in medical or allied fields. Discussions are a vital part of the meetings. In recent
Dayton

physicians, not alumni,

who

have

ad-

dressed the society are Dr. Walter Simpson, Dr. Roy
Am, Dr. Thomas Sharkey, and Dr. Edward ‘Thomas.
Dayton physicians who are alumni of the University
of Dayton and who.addressed the society are Dr. Walter Reiling, Dr. Vincent

Black,

Richard

Miller,

and

Dr.

Clem

‘Trips to local and out-of-town hospitals are taken
periodically to broaden the knowledge of the members. ‘The social life of the society finds its outlet in
the annual banquet.
—Wess G. WHITMER

‘There have been many opinions offered and discussions held to determine the type of “post-war” world
we are to have. Is “post-war” correct, however? ‘The
proponents of each plan would be more explicit if
they called it either the “post-World-War-II” world
or “‘post-warfare” world. These may both begin at the
same time, but probably the former will precede.
For centuries man has been either conqueror
quered. War has become a habit of man and
lies the difficulty of effecting the “post-warfare”
This habit must be removed and another used

basis

for man’s

activities

before

the

Dr.

Clarence

Somsel,

Dr. H. R. Campbell, Dr. Robert Snyder, Dr. Arthur

or contherein
world.
as the

“post-warfare”

world can be realized.
A peace
that must
pected to
others, if
the nation
citizens of
The

founded on Christian principles is the basis
be substituted. But what nation can be exuse those principles in her relations with
those same principles are not used within
itself. We must, therefore, educate the
all nations to this end.

enormity

of the task is apparent,

and it will

take many years to realize its completion.

Officers for the current school year are: Charles
Moll, president; Robert Besksted, vice-president; Mary
Wack, publicity director; Walter Rugh, treasurer. ‘The
Sigma Delta Pi News is published by the society three
to four times a year. On the staff of the News for this
year are Mary Wack, editor, and Walter Rugh, associate editor. Other members are John Wharton, Maria

months

Dr.

25—fe
The Post-War World

The honor society for the students of pre-medicine
and allied fields was founded in 1936 as the Sigma
Delta Pi Pre-Medical Society.

Rev. Walter

P. McDonald,
Schneble.

So great

does the task appear that we may be wont to call people proposing it “dreamers”.
Perhaps the possibility
is just a dream for a long time, but it can never be
more than a dream unless men work to realize it.
But in the attempt to build this “post-warfare”
world it is folly to exclude the possibilities of future
wars.
We must recognize causes of wars and halt
them at their source by peaceful means and, by so
averting them, build a world that will be forever free
from armed conflicts.
—M. J. D.

:
Welcome!

25—Be

For the second time within one school year, it is our
privilege to extend a welcome to an incoming class.
Yours is not an ordinary class. You Freshmen are part
of a new experiment.
You have great responsibility
weighing upon you, for it is upon you that the success
or failure of this experiment depends.
We

extend

to you, therefore,

a welcome

from both

students and faculty, who will do all in their power to
assist you and to make your stay at this university a
pleasant and successful one.
—M. J.D.
;
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Looking

to the Future

It was just the other day I heard someone say, “After
this war is over, ‘om, we can put down our guns. No
need to defend then. All this talk about it is rot.”

EDITOR

... ApELE

KLopr

That’s a beautiful line, a beautiful poem, and I’m
sure the man who wrote it had the right idea. We
must be careful to get this right idea, too.
I think “plowshare”

here signifies a cultivation

of

morals, principles, and culture in the minds and hearts

And this is a year and two months after Pearl Harbor. Almost unbelievable—yet there really are Americans who think in these terms.
Down through history it has been proven to us that
this attitude leads to the destruction of peoples enjoying it. States, countries, dominions have fallen, yet it
is still pleasant to fold our hands and say, “Well, we're

a peace-loving nation.
won't harm us.”

We won’t harm anyone so they

of free-thinking people. But this can go on more easily inside only if we are protected from the outside. If
we are afraid that at any moment an agressor may
come in and usurp our rights, impose upon us an entirely foreign government—in a situation such as this,
there is not much chance for development!
So good luck to all you men and boys going out to
win this victory. Our work and prayers go ahead of
you. But let us also pray that after this victory is
achieved,

But this is 1943 and most of us are beginning
realize the “survival

be that
defend
words
there is

of the fittest,” and

to

that we must

“fittest,” the fittest nation prepared forever to
its peace and democracy.
I think those two
are interchangeable, because without peace
no democracy, and without democracy there is

we

see that the

in the wind’—the

“the land of the free and the home of the brave”!
—Apa

Kay Bomrorp

25—be

no true peace.

Perhaps these
lines, and believe
necessary. And
through spiritual

“candle

flame of peace and democracy in the hot breath of
tyranny—must be shielded by the figure of a soldier,
his gun at his side, standing guard at the gateway to

people are working along spiritual
spiritual thinking and love is all that’s
they are right, to the extent that
thinking we shall be led to take vitally

necessary material steps.

‘Then, of course, divine guid-

ance will take us on the path in which these steps
lead. Nothing was ever rightly accomplished without
divine guidance-

Call

to Service

This call is extended to the women of the University of Dayton to make them actively conscious of their
War Board. Ours is the first campus that we know of
to institute such an organization.
It is divided into
three sections: physical fitness, prayer bank, and civilian defense.

A man wrote a poem, a part of which reads like this,
“Unfurl your banner of the Lord, God send on it His
sun, And with the plowshare, Not the sword, Let peace

knowledge of the correct, most nourishing foods to

for all be won.”

eat, and the stressing of correct posture.
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Physical fitness includes, besides actual exercise, the
‘The students

are asked to record the number of prayers and visits to
their churches and deposit them in the prayer bank
for peace.
Civilian defense is the most
our War Board.

extensive program

of

It includes Red Cross work, U. S. O.,

contributions to the blood bank, visiting patients in
hospitals, and assisting day nurseries, the Catholic

Remember when the Women’s Auxiliary Army
Corps was born? In its infancy it was the source of a
great deal of trite banter and jesting from the men.
Some men who believe only in results are now having
to eat their words. ‘The WAACS are really proving

their ability in Africa.

Did you men notice in the

papers that an attractive, yet nonetheless efficient Den-

Charities, and the main office of Civilian Defense.

ver WAAC was on duty at the Casablanca Conference
last week?

Colleges have been accused in the
triotic neglect of the war effort. We,
Uniiversity of Dayton, wish to have
is one campus at least which is not
war effort.

Des Moines when the WAVES came into existence.
Don’t ask me what the letters stand for; all I know is
that it’s a branch of the United States Navy and that’s

past of an unpathe coeds of the
known that this
a slacker in our

—A. K.
este

Welcome,

Freshmen!

The coeds of the University of Dayton take great
pleasure in welcoming the new freshmen to the joys
and tribulations of college life. We hope that you will
soon overcome any natural shyness of participating in
the extracurricular activities of our school, and join the

rest of us in making the most
careers.

out

of

our

college

It is surprising how soon one becomes accustomed
to new places, routines, and faces. Regarding the
September freshmen now, one finds it hard to remember how very green they were only six short months
ago. So take heart, February frosh, you will soon be
looking down upon another crop of scared, shy freshmen with all the savoir-faire of a full-fledged soph-

omore.
—A.K.

esee
Women

In the

War

Since the outbreak of World War I women

have

rapidly risen in the ranks of industry, and as a matter
of fact, today they have entered almost every professional field.
Again finding ourselves engrossed in the task of winning a far greater war, women are showing their true
colors, imitating Joan of Arc, Barbara Fritchie and

others.

The WACCS

had scarcely begun

training at Fort

the important thing. So far the WAVES have a stipulation in their regulations which does not allow them
to leave this country, but they are working frantically
to alter this.
The WAVES had just about time to don their uniforms when we began to hear that the oldest branch
of service in this country, the ever-faithful Coast

Guard, was organizing women who would henceforth
be known as SPARS. At this point people began wondering if each branch of the service wasn’t trying to
play anagrams for the ladies’ delight. It was rumored
the Signal Corps was christening a women’s organization which would be designated as WIRES.
Many
people chuckled and others flatly affirmed that the little game of naming women’s organizations was getting
out of hand.
The ever-loving Leathernecks had openly boasted
that they would have affiliated with them no such petticoat organizations. That’s what they thought; however, other plans were being made.
‘Therefore the
Marines had to draw in their horns last week. It was
announced that they, too, had fallen victims to the
present trend in recruiting women into the service, although they very plainly stated that their organization
positively would have no freak name, simply the
Women’s Auxiliary Marines, but before the lady
Marines were more than a day old, the press had
named them the WAMS, and it looks as though the
name has stuck.
By the way, gentlemen, contrary to the popular fallacy, we can’t take your places in every respect. We

can’t, we know that, and we don’t want to take your
Not only have women gone into industry, or have
given untiring medical attention to our fighting men
on the battlefield, but they are now backing up our

soldiers on the front lines by releasing other men to
do more important jobs.

places after the war. After the war we want to be just
plain women, but until victory we'll back you in every

way we can.
—Cex1A

HIMES
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On ‘To Lourdes
® By Ravpu Kru.

This imaginary trip to Lourdes was suggested to
the writer after reading Franz
ful Sonc oF BERNADETTE.

Y

‘ES,

I too have

'29.
It had
Lourdes
seemed
made in

seen

Werfel’s

Lourdes.

It was

beauti-

back

in

I remember it very clearly.

been a rush to catch the train. In that day
was a long day’s journey from Paris, and it
all the longer to me since the journey was
the heat of late August, and in the inconven-

ience of a crowded

third-class car.

almost everyone, businessman, laborer, and capitalist
alike traveled to Lourdes, and on the occasion of my
visit to Lourdes the National French Pilgrimage was
in progress, an event which draws a hundred thousand
Frenchmen from every nook and corner of France.
Railway fares were reasonable, even for the common
laborer—something like fifteen dollars for a round-trip
(third-class)

from

Paris

to Lourdes.

Of

course,

very

many peasants of the nearby villages make the pilgrimage on foot.
The train was small, consisting of no more than
five passenger coaches and about the same number of
hospital coaches. ‘The passenger coaches were literally
packed—human beings herded together like cattle, yet
not once during the entire journey did I hear a complaint escape the lips of anyone.
The character of
capitalist,

laborer,

and

businessman

faded,

and

there

reigned a feeling of equality and unity. During the
course of this journey I had the opportunity to speak
with prosperous businessmen of Paris, with common
laboring men, with peasants, and each had their own
story, a story of love, of sacrifice, of hope. The remaining coaches carried a burden of sick and suffering
humanity, a humanity which in human eyes is repulsive, grotesque, horrible.
Men, hardly recognizable as
such, women wasted to mere shadows, children too
weak and frail to smile, and yet in the eyes of each

could be seen that faith and unbounding hope that
drove them on and on, and the food of that hope was
prayer.
The train moved slowly along conscious of its suffer-

ing human occupants,

~ <

eee
‘

Yes, third-class, for

* wd

y

an arrow, dominating the countryside almost to the
peint of piercing the Heavens. Yet, even above the
spire were the crowning, majestic peaks of the Pyrenees. Surely here is a deep and meaningful symbolism.
Almost immediately after our arrival volunteer workers began to move the sick from the coaches to the
various hospitals, two of which at the time were
“L’Hospitalite de Notre Dame de Lourdes”
and
“L’Hospitalite de Notre Dame de Salut.”
‘The other
passengers and myself among them found lodging at
the hotel or in one of the numerous “pensions”
throughout the village. Here in the “pension” one
was able to get cheap lodging and inexpensive food, a
fact which drew many a man of moderate means.
Bright and early next morning I started on my way
to the Grotto. Hundreds of others were doing likewise, and soon I was joined by one or two of my acquaintances of yesterday. ‘There was a noticeable lull
in the conversation, each of us busy with his own
thoughts. As we drew nearer and nearer to the Grotto
the crowd became

thicker and thicker, until the crowd

was pushing in upon us from all sides. Movement was
confined to mass movement. When finally I was able
to get a view of the Grotto—and not without some
difiiculty—I was motionless. ‘There it stood, the sight
that reawakened the hope of the sick and the faith of
the sinner. When once again I was able to move and
approach nearer and nearer, a certain feeling passed
over me—the almost physical presence of the supernatural, and to this day I can’t explain it.

It was already late afternoon,

almost twilight, when we finally wobbled into Lourdes.

The

There it was, in the face of a fading sun, that I got my

which

first glimpse of Lourdes, and it was the spire of the

literally drowned in flowers. Off to the right (epistle
side of the altar) and somewhat higher is the niche in

Basilica of Lourdes
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that wrested my sight.

It ran like

Grotto
stands

is protected
an

altar

by an

decked

out

iron

grill, behind

with

candles,

and

which stands the statue of the Virgin, surrounded by
hundreds of crutches and other surgical apparatus—all
testimonies of the extraordinary, miraculous happenings of Lourdes.
Each year the naturally unexplainable phenomena take place, and as one noted American
Catholic author said: “For those who believe in God
no explanation is necessary.
For those who do not

believe in God no explanation is possible.”
The spring, which is still further to the rear of the
Grotto, is likewise protected. The spring water feeds
three baths in which the sick are bathed. ‘The water
of these baths is changed but once a day, and by nightfall they have accumulated much of that which modern physicians would call contagious matter, yet in the
entire history of Lourdes not a single case of contagion is recorded, a fact which is often referred to as

the “constant miracle of Lourdes.”

Towards

evening

the Solemn

Benediction

of the

Blessed Sacrament is given in the Grotto, and each
individual receives a private benediction. The entire
esplanada, between the Grotto and the River, is lined
with row on row of stretchers and chairs bearing the
hoping sick. The reported miraculous phenomena of
Lourdes are said to have taken place during or immediately after this Solemn Benediction—surely a most
fitting time. I, personally, did not have the privilege
of witnessing one of these extraordinary phenomenon.
I don’t know if I exactly missed something which is
essential to a visit to Lourdes, but when

I did return

the one question most people ask a visitor to Lourdes
is: “Did you see a miracle?”

I Hear a People Singing
The carefree notes of Oh Susanna

Our

Make me think of covered wagons
Moving o’er the plains at twilight,
Make me think of pioneers,
Of men and women in the evening,
Round about the camp fires singing
Unafraid of their great mission
To subdue this land they came to—
Rich land, proud land which had never
Been enslaved or broke by plow share;
Ancient forests which had never

Makes me think of sailing vessels,

nation’s anthem,

stately, stirring,

Proud Old Iron Sides in battle,

Fighting
Fighting
Loaded
Through
So that
As their

for her nation’s honor;
so that merchant vessels
with New England cargoes
the seas might sail unhampered;
men who chose this nation
home might go unhampered;

So that commerce of this nation

Rung with sound of swinging axes;
Lakes and rivers which had never
Felt a sail upon their bosoms—
Unafraid of their great mission,
For their hearts were strong and fearless,
They performed their mission well.

In its growth might be unhampered.
Thus it was that men like Perry,

Men like Jackson at New Orleans,
Fought so that their growing country
Of its rights be not denied.

“Glory, glory hallelujah”
Makes me think of marching soldiers;
Makes me think of graceful hoop skirts,
Broad, green lawns, and southern mansions;

Calls to mind a gentle lady
Fired with a love for mankind
To unloose the bonds of slavery;
Gaunt and somber-clad Abe Lincoln
‘Saying that this mighty nation
Cannot

be a house divided,

Lover of the common people,
Tall and rugged, kind and simple,

Noble son of common people,
Saving that henceforth God’s freedom
Shall belong to all the people.

That is why our own Abe Lincoln
Is beloved by all.
—Mary

C. FeErris
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(Continued

from

page

not escape history. We of this congress and this

8)

“As I would not be a slave, so I would not be a

master.

This

Whatever

expresses

differs from

my

idea

of

democracy.

this, to the extent

of the

difference, is no democracy.”
‘There are those who would portray him as a man
with bloody hands, for he was a “war” president.
Nothing could put him in a falser light. The sword
he was forced to yield was also a cross that weighed
him down mightily. And, although he knew he must,
he was reluctant to issue the first call for volunteers
even in the face of Seward’s wrath because war meant
to him sorrowing families bereft of loved ones and not
the pomp of martial music and parades.
But he was by no means weak, for he was firm in his
conviction of the righteousness of the cause. Despite
what many thought at the time, Lincoln loved the
South

as well as the North,

but he loved

the Union

more. In this light then we can understand his words
to his cabinet upon the decision to defend Fort Sumter.
“Must a government, of necessity, be too strong

for the liberties of its own people, or too weak to
maintain its own existence? Gentlemen, we can-

administration will be remembered in spite of ourselves. We shall nobly save, or meanly lose the
last, best hope of earth.”
And when casualty lists began to mount he, too,
mourned and sought to give strength to a stricken
people by reminding them of the sacred trust that had
been placed in their hands by their sons slain in battle.
He once traveled to the site of a great battle near a
little village in Pennsylvania and spoke the words that
would alone suffice to insure his immortality:
“.. . that we here highly resolve that these
dead shall not have died in vain; that this nation,
under God, shall have a new birth of freedom,

and that government of the people, by the people

and

for the people

a5—be
WITH APOLOGIES TO BRYANT
To you who in the love of knowledge hold
Communion

with mid-term

examinations,

I speak

A various language; for your gayer hours
I have a voice of conscience and a frown
And

reminder of duties; and I steal

Into your deeper musings, with a thought
Of bridge or sleep that lures you from
Your studies, ere you are aware. When thoughts
Of final grades come like a blight

Over your spirit, and term papers
Of great length, and lab reports
And math problems and themes,
Make you to shudder and grow sick at heart:—
Go forth on a jaunt, and list
To Pleasure’s teaching, while from all around—
Your parents and professors and your conscience
Comes a still voice...

So live that when the summons comes to join
The innumerable graduates that move
Beyond the halls of learning, where each shall take
His place in the pursuits of fame and fortune,
You go not like a poor unfortunate dunce
Who flunked in calculus, but sustained and soothed
By a three-point average, approach your graduation,

Like one who dons his robe and mortar board
To graduate “magna cum laude”.
—Rutu
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shall not perish from

the

earth.”
That vow was renewed again in our time by Ameticans everywhere over the graves of our gallant dead at
Pearl Harbor and Bataan. ‘The generations that followed the Civil War did not fail in their trust. Let
us “highly resolve” not to fail in outs.

Drisco.n

WOMEN
Women

were what

WERE...
men

want

MRS.

to matty; a man,

hay-

ing been made by God of the stronger temperament,
needs a companion for whom he is willing to work in
return for love, faith, sympathy, and _ satisfaction.
Women were different from men physiologically and
psychologically; they were different because of their
temperament, their training, and their capabilities—
which they did recognize.
Very early in the history of civilization, all peoples,

with the exception of the American

Indian, placed

women upon the pedestal.
Really, however, in all
justice it must be mentioned that women did, by their
words and actions, place themselves on that pedestal;
for to swear was uncouth, to drink ungainly, to smoke
was common,

to be licentious was damnable.

WORTHY

When I consider how I ignored her, how I deliberately refused to acknowledge her presence, I blush. I
was aware of her, and she was aware of her awareness,

but I pulled the cloak of convention closely about me,
I bundled myself in “politeness” and I ignored her.
And now I blush to consider it.
Mrs. Worthy occupied the room next to mine in a
small apartment house. Every morning at 8 o’clock
she and I unlatched cur doors, and groped for our bottles of milk and our morning papers. Every morning

at 8:35 Mrs. Worthy and I descended the polished
brown
palace
tered
ing.”

steps to the front door—for
of thick carpets and noiseless
us—no,—the sign outside said
On the way downstairs, it

it was no gleaming
elevators that shel“Light Housekeepwas my custom to

avoid carefully any glance in her direction.
Women

were trained to be beautiful of soul, mind,

and body; very early in life they learned to cook (and
did not want to forget it by the time they were sixteen); by actual practice, they learned the art of keeping a household effectively and efficiently.
By this
training they became systematic and stable young
ladies; by close association with their mothers, they
became polite, dignified, petite, soft-spoken women;
by their work they became rosy-cheeked, healthy adults.
By simplicity of life, agility of mind, dignity of
bearing, and impeccability of charm women attracted,
and

remained

attractive,

to men.

Women

never

be-

came tiresome to men because man does not tire of the
simple, refined, charming objects of his appetites. Men
desired the companionship of women—after their association with “big, awkward, stubby-chinned, tobaccoscented” men. Women were so different in their simple, refreshing manners.
Women were proud to be the ONE girl of ONE
boy; never tainted by inconsistency, women did not
occupy always the minds of men—but they did occupy
always their hearts.
But, today,

women

. . . well, maybe

the American

As I held

the door open for her, I stared intently at my shoes.
Mrs. Worthy and I rode to the city in the same
street car. We usually sat side by side. I ignored Mrs.
Worthy, but Mrs. Worthy did not ignore me.

She was a comfortably dumpy little woman.

Her

feet were exceedingly small and dainty: her eyes aston-

ishingly blue and bright. When she was not looking
intently and cheerfully at me over the silver rims of
her spectacles, Mrs. Worthy was smoothing the gray
cloth gloves on her plump little hands.
(I said I ignored Mrs. Worthy; I did not say that I did not observe her.) The strap of a large black purse always
nestled

in the crook

time Mrs. Worthy
When

she sat across

of her elbow,

and

from

time

to

always patted this purse lovingly.
from

me,

she contented

herself

with staring at me, reminding me of nothing so much
as a fat mother

robin.

She

tilted

her

head,

and

watched me closely, blinking her twinkling eyes in the
friendliest

manner.

But

when

she

sat

next

to

me,

Mrs. Worthy outdid herself.
She fairly burst with
silent cheer and good-will. She radiated motherliness
and warmth.
Mrs. Worthy even went so far as to
make pleasant little friendly noises for my benefit. And
I, hugging my etiquette to my breast, ignored her.

Indian had the right idea after all.
—Nort

Too

SuNE

Mrs. Worthy and I got off the car at the same stop.
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I always stepped aside for her, and as she passed she

ties, placed orders for receiving sets. A new industry
was born, new fields of employment were opened,
trained men were sought in the fields of manufacture,

would give me a grateful bob of her head, and a wink
of her mirthful blue eye. It was this daily and startling

wink that finally drove me to acknowledge her pres-

sales,

ence. I found that Mrs. Worthy began to occupy my
thoughts day and night. Her overtures of friendship
became daily more patent and persistent.

As radio continues to develop, better trained men and
women are needed.

service,

communications,

broadcasting

research.

The ideal preparation for a technical career in radio
One

morning, daringly

throwing

training

to the

is at least two years of college work with emphasis on
mathematics and the sciences, particularly physics; the
research engineer, who is responsible for the marvelous

winds, I spoke to Mrs. Worthy. “Good morning,” I
said, “isn’t it disagreeable weather?” She cocked her
head and smiled at me. Laying her gray-gloved hand
on my arm, she asked, “Why did you say “Good Morning’ if you think the weather disagreeable?” ‘That unexpected answer was the first of many jolts that Mrs.
Worthy has given me. For she has taken me under

development

of radio,

needs

a

scientific,

technical

me, too.

training; those who wish to reach important engineering positions should secure a college training. Electrical Engineering serves as a good foundation. Promising graduates of the leading colleges of the country
are offered positions that give financiial security and
opportunities for fascinating work and study. Without

Mrs. Worthy in her wisdom and solicitude thinks I

training it is almost impossible to pass the necessary

need to be educated, despite my “degrees” and “experience.” ‘The other day she said to me, “Why child,
do you know all these years you’ve been keeping people away from you. You've lived by a code of stilted
formality.
You’ve thought in terms of people and
acquaintances and associates. You haven’t loved
enough—you haven’t reached out to others.
You

examination to obtain an operating license or to secure

her wing,

and while she has sheltered

me,

and

with me, and hugged me, she has prodded

joked

a desirable position in the field of radio.
The field of communications which has_ recently
shown great development, also offers good possibilities. Development of the short wave, precise reception, elimination of annoying static, of untimely fading, has brought radio to a position where it can successfully compete with wire and cable communication.
The field is not overcrowded and there is a demand
for skilled and properly qualified operators and research

haven’t lived.”
And now Mrs. Worthy is helping me to love, and
to reach out—and to live. She is teaching me the
grandeur of the human soul, and the beauty of
I had never really noticed—the world that men
create. Mrs. Worthy has saved me from falling
with myself. I should not be surprised if she

a world
did not
in love
were to

men.
The Federal Communications Commission recruits
its personnel from college trained men to carry out its
work of inspection, of licensing operators, of checking
the power and frequencies of radio stations.

make me fall in love with everybody else!
—SisTeR Mary Davn,

S. N. D. de N.
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Broadcasting

is the backbone

of radio.

‘The net-

RADIO

works, the hundreds of stations, employ a vast army of

In 1896 Marconi succeeded in sending the first wireless message over a distance of one and three-quarter
miles; in 1902 signals were sent across the Atlantic;
in 1912 an S.O.S. brought a 7oo-mile distant ship to
the sinking Titanic and rescued some 2,000 passengers; in 1920 the Westinghouse station KDKA broadcast the presidential election returns.

sound-effect men, continuity writers, program managers, executives—a variety of talent, supplemented in
many cases by college training. ‘Television is a reality
and is rapidly approaching the stage of public utility

men

and

and women

as engineers, controllers, announcers,

entertainment.

Thus radio science is ever developing and calls for
men and women prepared to go forward in its march
to greater usefulness in every field.

The public became radio-conscious, saw its possibilii-

a5—te
RAINY NIGHT
The moon

draws

Silver’s hands

across her face,

And weeps her grief
To Eros.
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—KATHRYN
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THE

EMPTY

ROOM

By Cuartes Morcan
(Macmillan )
Although the other novels written by Charles Morgan are of more than ordinary length, The Empty
Room is a short novel; it might better be called a long
short story. The story concerns a young Dr. Cannock
who comes to live in the home of his friend, Henry
Rydal.
Rydal’s wife has been gone from him and
their daughter, Carey, for twenty years. We suppose
from all information given she is dead; the only thing
connected with her is a beautiful portrait hanging on
the wall.

In another part of the book this passage is found.
“And if it is true of individuals as it is of communities, men may be reborn, they may become as little
children, but not by self-destruction; ‘become’ is the
keyword. ‘They may die to their former selves, but not
until their new self has emerged; Paul sprang from a
living Saul, not a dead one, and unless I (Rydal) misread the epistles,” he added in a voice which suggested
that he was smiling, “Paul carried with him always the
bedy of that death.”
Morgan expresses his ideas artistically. Speaking of
his wife, Rydal says, “You ‘forgive’ a stranger, not a
woman you love. I have always loved her. Love includes forgiveness of every wrong before it is committed—before, after, at all times.”

The three—Carey, Rydal, and Cannock—are living
pleasantly enough, when Rydal becomes day by day
more and more perturbed and nervous. Something is
weighing heavily on his mind. Twice a week, and then
three times a week, he goes to London, coming home
late at night, worried and restless. Finally one afternoon he comes back to Sarley Down bringing with him
his wife, Venetia, Carey’s mother.

The action, which might well have. been presented
in the form of a play, centers in a small English country house during the first winter of the war and the
fall of France. The characters are sympathetically
drawn, and the sub-plot of the love affair between
Carey and Dr. Cannock is delicately woven into the
pattern of the book.

She has been living a life of disgrace in London, and
is now ill and despondent.
But Rydal has never
stopped loving her, and through his love for her, she
finally becomes whole and well again in mind and
body. The whole theme of the book is the power of
men and women, even of nations, to be born again
when all seems lost.

ordinary kind, it is enjoyable reading.

All in all, although the book is certainly not of the

I say “even of nations,” for in a sense, the book is
allegorical. ‘There is a deep philosophy underlying the
plot. ‘To me, it seems rather hard to understand; but
one favorable criticism of the book was that it provoked and stimulated imaginative thinking.
(One of
the book review magazines said that.)
Both Rydal
and Cannock “loved England in the same way: that
is, in the light of her continuing destiny, for the sake
of her continuing people; and had judged policy, for-

“Stimulating”

reading perhaps would better express it, for it. takes a
certain amount of concentration to understand the
underlying philosophy of it.
—SyLvia SCOTT

CANTON

CAPTAIN

By James B. CONNOLLY
(Doubleday, Doran)
Around

the world with the Canton

Captain!

Visit

Cairo, Egypt, Portugal, France, Ireland, China, and the
East and West

Indies.

Sail the Seven Seas, round the

Cape of Good

Hope,

sail up the Rio de la Plata in

eign or domestic, not by its instant benefits, but by its

South

the Choo

long-term values.”

France all with the good old reliable “Ben” Forbes.

America,

in China

and

the Seine in

Page
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All these and many other adventures await you in the

The scene of the tale is in the Catskill Mountains and

Canton Captain.

the events happen many years ago in a small village
called The Vly. ‘The incidents in the lives of the people are not unusual. The unique and interesting part
of the book is the manner in which the author links
the lives of the characters. ‘The outstanding folks in
the book are all natural enough in their individual
ways, but their actions taken collectively cast a rather
interesting shadow across the mind of the reader.

Robert Bennett Forbes, “Ben” to all who knew him,
went to sea at a very early age, traveling to visit his
father who was on business in France. ‘That first voyage with his mother and his brother, ‘Tom,

instilled a

love for the sea that never left him. In fact, at the age
of thirteen he began his career as a member of the
“Canton Packet”, a ship in service between Boston
and Canton. His ability in the seafaring life was soon
recognized, for by the time he had reached his sixteenth

birthday he was an officer, third mate,

nineteen he was captain of his own ship
est captain in the “trade’”’).

and at

(the young-

Most people like novels that offer some problem.
This problem not only stirs their curiosity but gives
them something very special to consider in the book.
This novel has a definite power of holding the reader’s interest with an element of surprise that never
fails to intrigue an intelligent and observing individual.

For the experiences of “Ben” Forbes I can say that

they are more than interesting.

Storms, deaths, pi-

—ELEANOR

GRIMES

rates, running the blockades, are only a small part
of those many and varied adventures of his long life.
At an advanced age, “Ben” Forbes retired from active

duty as an officer of a ship.

He now devotes himself

and his modest wealth to the advancement of the
“trade”. He experimented with steam ships, and during the war, built several ships for the United States’
Navy.
Then, too, his activities were always directed
towards

the betterment,

the alleviation

of the

suffer-

ings of mankind, both physical and financial. If you
remember, it was he who organized and saw to the
distribution of the food during the famine in Ireland.
“Ben” was a real “sport”! He always had a smile and
a patient ear when someone came with their troubles,
and of course, the client went away healed in more
ways than one.
Canton Captain is a tribute to a “real” man, a true
American.
—Ratpu Kruby

STRANGERS
By

EpMmMuND

IN THE

VLY

GILLIGAN

and would certainly appeal to the romantic reader.
The superb descriptions in the story are as enjoyable

In fact, the descriptions seem to

take a dominant part in the reader’s mind, and tend

to divert his attention from the main theme of the
book.

The characters in the story are quite real and the
feels

a deep
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understanding

By James J. O’ConNnor
(Macmillan )
Twenty-five years ago the Congregation for the
Propagation of the Faith restored to the British hierarchy the last measure of the ecclesiastical jurisdiction

that had been called Romewards during the reign of
Queen Elizabeth. About fifteen years ago the last
anti-Catholic discriminatory legislation
from civil law by Parliament. ‘These

of each

character.

was
two

erased
events,

however, passed unnoticed, for they only acknowledge
the evident fact that English Catholicism had already
been flowering in characters as remarkable as Chesterton, Belloc, Dawson,

of which the
for God” are
resurgence of
more worthy

and the Wards,

and in activities

“Sword of the Spirit” and the “League
outstanding examples. ‘The roots of this
Catholic thought and action are even
of examination.

Professor John

This tale is one of a highly imaginative character

reader

CATHOLIC REVIVAL
IN ENGLAND

J. O’Connor

in the third number

(Scribners )

as the story itself.

THE

supplies that material

of the Christendom

Series,

The

Catholic Revival In England.
In order to present a
true picture of the epoch of English Catholicism from

1770 to 1892, he has built his story around the familiar personalities of this period, the “giants”, as they
are called: the three Cardinals, misunderstood Wiseman, authoritarian Manning, progressive Newman,

loyal W. G. Ward, assertive O’Connell, the main actors in the Oxford movement, and the disputants in
the University Question and the issue of papal infalli-_
bility. The portraits of these champions of the faith
are documented by citations from their correspon-
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dence, and by reference to larger historical works on
the period.
The author has subordinated style to subject, although he does not sacrifice the appeal of an attractive
and pleasant presentation. ‘The genial atmosphere of
the lecture-hall rather than the pedanticism of the research library prevails. Without claiming to be an
exhaustive treatment of the period, The Catholic Revival In England will give readers a revealing insight
into the fundaments of the present position of the
Church in England.
—Cnartes W. NEUMANN

este
FAITH

THE

without supplies of any kind, without, eventually, even
clethes to protect them from the blazing rays of a
tropical sun, these three men survived the astonishing
ordeal

to

land,

then don’t miss The Raft.

exhausted,

on

some

It may well be, as someone

has said, “the story that generations of Americans

will

be telling their children...”
—G, Srantey MArTHEws
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ROYAL ROAD

ROOT

By ArrHur Kuni
(Sheed & Ward )

A small Michigan waterfront town serves as the setting for this tender and moving story of an old priest
who is known as Father Jerry to the community. Possessed with a desire to spend his last days at a quiet
monastery in his native France, the priest endeavors
to settle the problems that confront some of his people. He is counselor and friend to the butcher and the
barber, a newspaper editor, a Lutheran minister, a
hermit, and the boys who swim near the docks. One
of Father Jerry’s former altar boys becomes involved in
a hold-up and murder and the same boy’s sister is engaged to a man of another faith: How Father Jerry
handles these and similar situations is the essence of
the story.
The years are beginning to tell on the
aged priest and all the troubles and sorrows of the
world seem to be on his shoulders. His longing for
the country of his youth grows deeper but his final
attempt to leave the little village is cut short by a
greater peace than he knew ever existed. Long before
the heart-warming climax, the reader learns to love and
respect the kindly old priest through the author’s extremely vivid characterization. —ADELE UNVERFERTH
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THE RAFT
Roserr

and

of man grappling with the sea, if, indeed, you appreciate a tale of extreme human endurance and heroism,

By BarBara FRANCES FLEURY
(E. P. Dutton & Co.)

By

emaciated

strange Pacific shore.
If you read Nordhoff and Hall, if you thrill to a saga

‘TRUMMEL

(Henry Holt)

Nearly

two

thousand

years

after

the

Passion

of

Christ, Jesse Stewart, a Negro, finds the answer to the
problem that had been puzzling him in Arthur Kuhl’s
beautiful story, Royal Road. The prelude to the story
describes Jesse’s difficulty in comprehending the Mystical Body of Christ and how human beings can _participate in His Passion.
Stewart and his mother leave Nazareth, Pennsylvania, to go to the city, where he hopes to find work.
Three years later he is unemployed and resolves to go
on relief, and the mother

reluctantly resigns herself to

this action. Because he is a Negro, he is the most
likely suspect at the scene of a purse-snatching. After
he is arrested, being betrayed by one of his best friends,
the only person who can prove his innocence denies
ever having known him. He is identified as the man
who

murdered

a woman,

and

is convicted

and

sen-

tenced to death, having no evidence to prove that he is
not guilty. After waiting three hours for the electric
chair to be prepared, Jesse walks to the death chamber,
falling three times as he goes, and finally requiring
assistance from one of the guards. An instant before
his death he realizes that he has been viewing the
things that have happened to him as would a person
far apart. And then he knows that his experiences
have been just the repetition of another execution, one
that took place many years ago. When she goes to
claim her son’s body, Mary Stewart informs the desk
clerk that Jesse was born thirty-three years ago on
Christmas Day in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania.
Royal Road is a book that anyone with an hour or
two can read and enjoy. It will interest the person

In the early months of 1942 a pilot and his crew set
out on a war assignment “somewhere in the Pacific”.
The trio became lost, and their supply of gasoline being
exhausted, they abandoned the plane and took refuge
in an eight by four-foot rubber raft which was to be
their only home for the next five weeks. Robert Trum-

who

mel’s The Raft is the stirring account of these thirty-

yer, social worker, politician, psychologist, or teacher,

four terrible days which Captain Harold Dixon and his

and above all it will interest those who

companions,

there are “other Christs” in the world today.

Gene

Aldrich

and

‘Tony

Pastula,

spent

drifting in the South Pacific. Without food or water,
Page twenty-four

loves adventure

and

excitement,

the

—JEANNETTE

future

law-

believe that
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You

are rendering a vital service

to your country in this time of war.”
MAJOR GENERAL DAWSON OLMSTEAD
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” Active Duty,
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KEEP LIBERTY
oe

The Ohio Bell army of telephone workers wears no
uniform. Almost 60% of these employees wear Bell
System service emblems ranging from five years to 45
years. The operator who puts through your call, the
lineman on the pole, the executive at his desk, the girl
in the business office who handles your account are
representatives of this trained army on active duty—
rendering a vital service to the country in this time of war.
TUNE IN “THE TELEPHONE HOUR”
AT 9 P.M. OVER WTAM, WLW
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WATCH OUR
SMOKE...

FOR

MILDNESS

anp

TASTE

Here's a combination you can't

beat... the right combination of the world’s best
cigarette tobaccos. That’s why Chesterfields give

you real MILDNESS and BETTER TASTE and that's
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what the real pleasure of smoking adds up to.
For everything you want in a cigarette,
smoke Chesterfield...
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